


yo The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Def Your wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

Oth. Come,fweare it,dam thy felfe. 

Left being likeonie,of heauen, the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee,therefore be double dambd ; 

Sweare thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,thac thou art falfc as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord,with whom how am I falfe ? 

Oth. O Defdemom, away ,away, away. 

Def Alas the heauy day, why do you weepe > 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufped, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me j if you haue loft him. 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affliction, had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores, and (hamcs on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity ,me and my hopes, 

I fliould haue found in fome part of my fonle 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing fjnger at — oh,oh. 

Yet could I bearetbat too, well, very well. 

But there, where I haue garner’d vp my heart, 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difcarded thence, 

Orkeepe it asacefterne,forfoule Toades 
To knot and gender in: turne thy complexion there, 

Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def I hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Oth. O l,as fummers flies arein the (hamblcs, 

That quicken eutn with blowing : 

O thou black weed, why art fo loucly faire ? 

Thou l^cll’ft fo f.veetjtiiat the fence akes at thee, 

, v Would 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22306) LONDON, l6 


The Tragedy of Othello V 7, ) 

W ould thou hadft ne’rc bin borne. ' 

w 2S,, T ha r ignoranc finnc hau « I committed ? 

M ,*’ Was th,s fairfc paper, this meft goodly booke 
rnl ? J te XuT vpon ? -What committed ? * 
fSft ° h thou publike Commoner; 
lt°' d ™ ke v 5 r y forges of my. check es. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftie, 

HeJrn U fl P u e thy r d ' eds : what committed ? 

Heauen ft 0 ps the nofe at it,and the Moone winkes- 
The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets, ’ 

Is huffit within the hollow mine of earth 

Oth, Arcnotyouaftrumpet? ° 

^/No,asIamaChrmiao: 
it to preferue this veflell for my Lord 
From any other foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be not to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What,nota whore? 

Def. No,as Iffiall be faued. 

Oth. Iftpoflible? 

Def. O heauen forgiue vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice, v Mtv p .... 

That married w.th Othello ; You mlftriffe, C Em,1Ils * 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepcs the gates in he}!; you,you,I,you 5 
We ha done our courfe ; there’s money for your paines 
I pray you turn. the key, and k« pc our cou ^ d , P * 

u m j A,as »what does this Gentleman conceiuc • 

Em. He that is yours,fwcet Lady. 

Def I ha none,doe pot talke to me gpsi/IU, 
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